For as the evening faDs, the fever rises,

With frantic thoughts careering through the brain,
Wild thoughts of you. (Ah, dear God, grant me patience,

My soul is hurt beyond all men call pain.)

I lie alone, beneath the Almond blossoms,

And see the white snow melting on the hills

Till Khorassan is gay with water-courses,

Glad with the tinkling sound of running rills,

And well I know that when the fragile petals
Fall softly, ere the first green leaves appear,

(Ah, for these last few days, God, grant me patience,)
Since Delight is not, I shall not be, here!
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